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which he had seen in an American's private collection—a
very fine landscape, he never remembered seeing a finer.
He could mark the smoke from his own kitchen chimney,
and was more pleased than he would have been marking
the smoke from any other. He had missed it a lot last
year—all those months, mostly hot—touring the world
with Fleur from one unhomelike place to another. Young
Michael's craze for emigration ! Soames was Imperialist
enough to see the point of it in theory; but in practice
every place out of England seemed to him so raw, or so
extravagant. An Englishman was entitled to the smoke
of his own kitchen chimney. Look at the Ganges—
monstrous great thing, compared with that winding silvery
thread down there ! The St. Lawrence, the Hudson, the
Pdtomac—as he still called it in thought—had all pleased
him, but, comparatively, they were sprawling pieces of
water. And the people out there were a sprawling lot.
They had to be, in those big places. He moved down from
the common through a narrow bit of wood where rooks
were in a state of some excitement. He knew little about
the habits of birds, not detached enough from self for the
study of creatures quite unconnected with him ; but he
supposed they would be holding a palaver about food—
worm-currency would be depressed, or there had been
some inflation or other—fussy as the French over their
wretched franc. Emerging, he came down opposite the
lock-keeper's cottage. There, with the scent of the wood-
smoke threading from its low and humble chimney, the
weir murmuring, the blackbirds and the cuckoos calling,
Soames experienced something like asphyxiation of the
proprietary instincts. Opening the handle of his shooting-
stick, he sat down on it, to contemplate the oozy green
on the sides of the emptied lock and dabble one hand in
the air. Ingenious things—locks ! Why not locks in the

